"Maria Kondratyevna, go and stand in
line. Everyone will be glad to receive you in
the workers' lines."

Maria Kondratyevna smiled at the morn-
ing glow, tucked up with her rosy fingers a
rebellious, sun-kissed lock, and replied, a
little huskily, in her deep chesty voice:

"Thank you, and what will I do today-
thrash, eh? "

"Not thrash, but thresh," said Burun.
"You'll write down the output of grain."

"And will I be able to do this well?"

"I'll show you how."

"Haven't you found me work that is too
easy? "

Burun smiled.

"All our work is the same. Tell us about
it in the evening, when the fourth mixed
comes to supper."

"My! How nice that sounds. Supper in
the evening, after work!"

I noted Maria Kondratyevna's emotion,
and turned aside to hide my smiles. Maria
Kondratyevna, already standing in the right
flank, was laughing musically at something
or other, and Kalina Ivanovich, most gallant
of fauns, was pressing her hand and laughing,
too.

Eight drummers came running up, beat-
ing a light tattoo, and ranged themselves on
the right flank. Four buglers, their boyish
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